He led Theodora past a good many of these to the
great central box, hung with green. Here he called
from the Course to a young man of great elegance above
him.

"This lady is in alpha, gamma," he explained. "Pass
her in, will you? I must go back now; hell see you to
a place."

A tough-looking steward opened a gate; she went up
the step into alpha, and then up three steps to s^amma;
there she was, in the centre of things, close to the pulpit
from which the speeches would be given. She thanked
her guide and sat, and then looked about her. The seats
near her were fast filling with people; she recognised
some of them; the people who always went to gather-
ings; "Little Byzantium", she called them. "Little
Byzantium" had changed somewhat during her absence;
the woman who had worn leopard skin now wore zebra
skin, and the creature who had dyed his beard purple
had now dyed it green. Glancing back over her
shoulder, she saw the Green Faction waiting for the
show to begin, and among them a girl of outlandish
elegance, wearing a Persian head-dress of great beauty.

But now the audience rose as the crashing bands came
round the curve of the Course. They carne on in style
and halted, still playing, just opposite Theodora, while
after them, amid singing and applause, came the chariots
with their teams, the horses glistening and proud, and
the famous charioteers, insolent and dare-devil, delight-
ing in the cheering. Car by car, they halted just by
Theodora, while the Green Leaders got down:
Menippos, the President of the Charioteers, the great
sporting club, Pompeius, a soldier, the brother of
Hypatius, then Hypatius himself, Nicanor of the Bays
with Kallimachus, and about a dozen lesser men, last of
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